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out of his saddle, but a blow with the flat of a sword sen
him headlong to the bitterly dusty ground, and the scorchir)
blood poured out of his nose and ears.
Driving them into a herd as though they were sheep
the escort beat them long and harshly. Lying on the ground
Ivan, as though in a dream, heard shouts, the hollow tram
of feet around him, the frenzied snorting of the horses. 4
clot of warm horse's sweat fell on his bare head, and some
where, very close, right above him, sounded a terrible
spasmodic sobbing, and a shout:
" Swine! God damn you I Beating defenceless men
You . . ."
A horse trod on Ivan's wounded leg, and the blunt point!
of the shoe pressed into the flesh of his calf. A momenl
later a wet, heavy body, smelling of sweat and the salt}
scent of blood, crumbled down at his side, and Ivan heard
the blood gurgling from the man's throat like liquid out oi
a bottle.                                                                           \
When the cossacks had finished beating them up the^
drove them down to the river and made them wash then
wounds. Standing knee-deep in the water, Ivan washed his
burning abrasions and bruises and, cupping his hands
eagerly drank the water, afraid he would not be allowed
sufficient time to quench his insatiable thirst.
As they approached the first village one of the cossacks
rode off in advance. And hardly had the prisoners passed
the first yard when a crowd, armed with forks, hoes, pikes
and crowbars, poured towards them. As soon as they saw
the cossacks and women Ivan and the others realised that
this was to be the manner of their death.                         %
tf Let's say good-bye to one another, comrades ' " one of
the communists exclaimed.
After his wash in the "Don Ivan Alexievich had grown
stronger in spirit, and when he saw the cossacks and women
running towards him he hurriedly took farewell of the
comrades close to him, and said in an undertone :
" Well, brothers, we knew how to fight; now we must
know how to die proudly. One thing we must remember to
our last breath: one thought remains our comfort. They
may stick uS with their pikes, but they won't kill the Sovie^
r6gime with a pike. Communists ! Brothers 1 Die bravely,
so that our enemies cannot laugh at us ! "